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LA MUSE 
DE ||. 
CAVALIER. 

AMON, Im told the Poets take it ill 

D That I am call'd a Brother of the Quill 

To end their Jealouſie, 1 quit the Name, 

And tho'I honour a wue Poet's Fame, 

Yet, ſince my 'Genius points out other Ways, 

And bids me ſtrive for Laurels, not for Bays, 

Ill keep my Heart for Great Bellones Charms, 

If e're ſhe takes me to her 'Glorwus Arms, 

She ſhall Command my Fortune-and my Life, 

My Muſe is but my Miſtreſs, not my Wie. | 
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| | s, : BG my idle Hours away, 
5 Or aſe at ; Night the Troubles of the Day, 
Fes Her pl 


, < Kompeny diverts my Mind, , 
" And _ wy weary m__ to unbind. 
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| The painful Tiller whiſtles to his Plow, , 


And as the rural Virgin mills her ow: 
Without offence to more accompliſhvd Art, 
An untaught Melody revives her Heart: 

So I, who labour in Life' painful Field, 6 
With harmleſs Pleaſure ſtrive my Cares: to gild'; 


Whilſt, in wild Notes, my leedleſs ThoughtsI ſing, 


And make the Neighb'ring Graves and Eccho's ring. 


Like thoſe, who paint for Paſtime, not for Gain, 
I fit me down upon the ſpacious Plain, 
And, looking here aud; there among'(t the Throng, 
I take rough sketches, as they pals along - 
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| That none may paſs for better than the reſt : 
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Nor Do I follow any. other Rules, - _ 7 y ax. ole <3. 
But drawing Knaves like Knaves, and Fools ts Fog UOTE 
| A 


I grant you, m_ a Method out of Uſe, 
But *tis the beſt for my unpoliſhd Muſe 3 
She has nat fearn'd to Hatter for Applauſe, ” 
Or laugh it any Man without a Cauſe 3 | 


To injure Virtuous Women for a Jeſt, 


Or do like ſome, who, when they are refusd, 
And, for their fond Impertinence, abus'd, 
Vent their weak Malice jn a lewd Lampoon, 
And blaſt the Ladys Fame to ſave their own 3 
A Fault the Sparks axe much addicted to, 

They do't themſelves, or pay for thoſe that do. 
My Muſe has no Mecenss to admire : | 

In Raptures high as Thought,and ſometimes higher; 


range . 
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By praiſing Vice, and ering Virtite down. - 


(6) 
Nor, if ſhe had one, cowd ſhe thake hitm-paſs 
=... | F 
For witty, if tits Lordſhip were an A; 
Or gild his darniſh'd Name with, Good and Toft 


If he liv'd looſely, or betray'd his Truſt: 
Nor can ſhe, to oblipe a ſottiſh Town, 
Bribe their lewd Faticts for a filſeRenvivn, 


This makes ſore little Cihticks firthe 56d rage, 


And, in a Leagite, dpainſt my Liries engape 3 
They are not fo coticern'd for Wit, or Art, 


But 'tis the Truth that ſkbsEm to'the Hettt. 


If ſtripping Folly of that gay Attite, 

Which Knave invert, atid Fools (> ttith ddrifire, 
I ſhew her naked to vie World, that fo 

Men by the Aſpe&, may the Deriion Know 3 
Some more notorious Fool, that thinks Hts hit, 
Cry's Z-----ds, do's he pretend to be a Wit? 
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D=- me, iſere hand Grblly Ah | 0:006146 10) 
There he breaks off : And ſpeaks the peſt in Souf, -- | 


And who is this, ſo. pizhy and. ſo.ſhoxt ? 
A Countrey-Blockhead, ar atqpat;Cowt? 
Some Heir, whoſe Father ({natelrd away;by Fate) | 
Left the young Spark Jefs. Judgment than E(late, 
With nothing:but a anodern Education, 
To Hunt, and Hawk, and Whoxe, far Recreation? 
And Drink, inHongur of his Pringe and.Nation;Þ 
A Bubble, that has nothing in't but Air, 


Is driv'n, by every Blaſt, jt, kngws not; where : 
Juſt ſuch an empty' Thing/1s this-young,Sot, 


Who talks by Rote, and-thipks-he knows not what. | 
Such Criticks-I may- poſlibly forgiye, 


Becauſe ( poor Things ).they ſpeak.as they believe. 


(5) 
Or i'r a Milkſop, thit has liv'd at Court, - 
| That Glorious $ch601,” tho" ne'r the better ſor't 
Bred up in fruitleſs Luxury and Eaſe, 
| Waſh'd and perfum'd into a ſoft Diſeaſe, 


That makes him fear the Wind, the Rain, or Sun, 


As bad as ſome raw Captains doa Gun 6 - - 
Who can no Bngneſs, but'the Ladys, do, 


And that ſometimes, I doubt but weakly too : 
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The Cenſure of ſo viſible an Afs | 
Won't hurt me much : And thereforc let it jak. 


Is it a feeble Scribler, that purſues 
His own Diſgrace by fooling with a Muſe ? ': * 
Who, in her forc'd Embraces, vainly ſtrives, © - 
Like ſome old Citizens with brick young Wives. 
But hold----At this (methinks) he cocks his Hat, 
And ſmiling, ſays, I love you, Sir, for that, 


You 
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Youlaughat Faults, which You (Your ſelf), commit, .. - 7 . 


Unleſs y'are lately ſet up for a Wit. | 
No, Child, Nm what I write Is Senſe and True, . 
And that is ivore than can be ſaid. of you. , -.- 
Beſides, if ve a Mind to play the Fool, 
(Becauſe, you know, 'tis Modiſh, and looks cool,) 
Yowll own, I may ; And fo, you'll. lay, may you, -: 
By the ſame Rule. No doubt on't : Prithee do. 
Let me be quiet, and do, what you will Ke 
Write Eſlays, ſay fine Things, and Rhyme your fill ; |, 
Make Prologues, Epilogues, Love-Songs, and Satyrz 
And, at low Ebb of Fancy, turn Tranſlator 5 
Diſgrace the Theater with Senſcleſs Farce, 
Or ſtately Nonſenſe in Heroick Verſe, 
With Plays, that thwart the meaning of the Stage, 
And help not to-inſtru, but ſpoil, the Age, 
In which, to turn true Virtue out 0 Doors, 
The Hero's all are Sots, the Ladys Whores : 
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The Times WIYFSar(it, and Kcls-no thewe | ' 1 1. 
Than many ſuch as you have fone before.” 
But meddle not'wvith m6; Or; if you-mmuft, -- - 
Be ſure the Faults you fiiid are 'very! juſt, -- ' 
For if I parry ye, expe@ a Thruſt. : 

' But if a Satyrift ih Maſcdefae;? 104 - 1 7 - 
Who hides binifetf becauſe heÞ'sfhald; 
| Like Maurderers, attacks ine #v tht Dark, ' it 
Y I know not how to Jil with" Tech 'a Bpark : | 
u Yet, if I cath Him, TH his Crithes-reheare, 
And have the Rogue Katia up ih Chains of Verſe. 

As for the rambling injiticiovs Wits, | 

Who talk all "Weathers, and fak'Saifeby Fits ; 
If they ſhould, in my Abſence; run me down; 
And to expoſe my Weaknels;” ſhew their own : | 


(679) 
Let 'em be quiet, and enjoy their ' Ways 1; I { BW 110 
They anſwer to the fall,whit eire they fay 
Satyr upon themſelves 3 They fave my Writing 3 
And every Thing they fay i Dev'liſk biting.” 


In ſhort, Each partial Cenfureriis ies... j 1} 1, + ++; 
To play the Fool himſelf, and laugh at me . 'P : | 
Let him contrive to carp at; what he wHl 5 } 276 to vis 
Senſe will be Seuſe, and hiea Block-head Qlk :... bud of 


And, Damon, fince I make this Declaration "7 cut 
That Poetry's my Pleaſure, not Vocation, 
You and your Brethren ought not to refuſe 
Such Paſtime to an unpretending Muſe. 
The War, you ſay, 's my Calling. And what then? 
Yau uſe a Sword 3 Why may not I a Pen ? 
You give a Souldier leave to eat and drink ; 
And, prithee, why not give him leave to think ? 
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TY 


You may indylge witty ſafety! all that'doy:: + >»; (1 
[There are not maby like to-trouble. you. 


tv yit ove wal « exyialmve) 
Then let each Party lay their Quarrels by;” 76 0; 
Mind their own Trade, and live in Charity.” 
We for an Iron-Harveſt wil] Prepare, - ion 
And plow for Honour in the Fields of War : 
While you are taught more fafe and gentle ways, 
To purchaſe an Inhexitance of Praiſe ti B 95-41 je 
But now and then, to vary for Delight, ET 
Fight you like Poets; well like Souldiers write. 
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To the Author 
LA MUSE 
DE 
CAVALIER. 


6 uoh ſay'ſt thon'rt Mars's Scholar, and 'tis true, 
So far, we own, traſt giv'n thy (elf thy due; 


For thou art ev'n as much to learn in Fight 

(Tho thou doſt oralfe thy Writing) as to write. 

Yet thou art angry, that the World thinks fit 

To brand thy Poems with the want of Wit 5 

Aad, in thy Vindication, writ fo ill, 

Y*ave giv'n the World freſh Cauſe to Jaugh on ſtill. 
Ev'n Beſſus has to Courage more Pretence, 


Than you, a Brother of the Zuill, to Senſe: 


(14). 


F For thou haſt hinen ex'r jling fo pt, — Yo oin T JEM PORE 


— —— __ ——— ——— 


No Body knows what »tis thou woy'd'ſt beat. at. 
Write on then, Friend, carp at che Stage and Court, 


Some Authors were created for our Sport, 


And thou art.one---- Who, with fach mighty Pains, i 


Haſt prov'd thou haſt large Ears, but little Brains. 
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To an unknown SCR IBLER, Who 
dire&ed a railing Paper to the Author of 
LA MUSE de CAV ALIER, &c. 


| ASING my Body, vother Day, 
E Or ſh---g, as a Man may lay, 
My Foot-man brought me in your Rhymes 
(How luckily Things bit ſometimes !) 
No Poſture could have been ſo fie 
To deal with ſuch a deſp'rate Wit, 
Who is at War with Common Senſe, 


And plays the Fool in's own Defence. 


But whilſt thou think'ſt to langh at me, 
| All Men of Judgment ſmile, to ſee 
How Nature makes a Jeſt of Thee, 

In giving thee a Fatal Itch 


To talk cf Things above thy Pitch. 
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By ſuch weak Spight as Thine, we find 
How Heav'n has to the World been kind, 
In tempering the Knave with Fool, 

And making Envjous Railers dull. 


Thou ſay'ſt, I carp «t Court and S tage, 
But thou art blinded with thy Rage, 
_ I only carp at Sots, like Thee, 
Who are to both an Iofamy. | 
Thou ſay'ſt, I'm vex'd, the World thinks fir 
To brand my Verſe with want of Wit: 
Becaufe it happens ſo to Thee, 
Thou fain would'{{ turn it upon Me. 
Thy Muſe ſings hoarſe, and out of Time, 
An arrant Billings-gate in Rhyme : 
Therefore, when I had read thy: Verle, 
In Anſwer tot, I wipd —— 
And if thy Name thou'lt let me know, 
111 do ſo with the Author too. 
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